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by Christian priests it is an everlasting memorial of
their loyalty and devotion to Him who said ' Resist not
evil/ Verily they have told us that they are not men,
that the world is only evil continually; day and night
they have warned us that their hearts are desperately
wicked. So they have conceived of God as of one of
themselves to whom torture is a pleasant thing, whose
praise is the agony of men. For they have cut them-
selves with stones, they have lashed themselves with
scourges, they have made themselves eunuchs, not for
Him alone, but that they may assure themselves of the
kingdom of Heaven, that they may possess it utterly,
that they may spoil it of beauty and joy as they have
spoiled the world. And this kingdom has walls four-
square and high, and the streets thereof are set with
cruelty and jewels, and since they have loved gold,
there is much therein. But it is not with a multitude
of diamonds scattered with rubies that the ways are
set in it, but with the tears of men mingled with drops
of blood; for it is founded upon the pain of those who
fell by the way; its winds are the sighs of the weary, its
music is mixed of cries and agony, its gates are shut
against our friends. O lilies of the field, 0 flowers along
the meadows, 0 beasts and birds of the air, O sons of men,
how shall we forgive and forget them whose memory in
our hearts is written in scars and living fear, and in our
brains in hatred, pity, and contempt? Not here can we
rase out their remembrance, where their cathedral, like
a lewd laugh, interrupts a meditation and a prayer; but
in the fields among those who are bowed with labour,
in the company of women whom they despise and fear,
on the mountains and by the sea, and in life and in the
future that knows them not, in which they have no
part but that of a half-remembered catastrophe, a half-
forgotten shame.